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1Nothing is softer or more flexible than water, yet nothing can resist it.
– Lao Tzu
One of the most compelling aspects of water is its duality. On one hand, it represents urgency—without it, life perishes and so, too, would the imagination. But it is also serenity, the placating quality of an ocean at night, the steady stream of a river that grounds.
The writers in this issue picked up on these tensions, with poems ranging from Jake 
Stephens’ “Savage Land” where, for a moment, humans disappear behind the blue of nature, 
to “River Riding” by Ina Pockrass which reminds us of the non-negotiable nature of water: 
“once you’re on this river, you cannot get off.”  Poems like “Solvents” by Bryan Semeniuk 
change the tides by reminding us that water is “what keeps us together/all of us in orbit/
spinning inside a rain drop suspended.” Whitney Rothwell’s essay “Port Dover” embodies 
the dichotomy by showing us water’s true fickleness, the joy it seems to take in shape-shifting 
before our very eyes.
For the first time, we received (and accepted) a submission of eco-criticism. Claire 
Stirling’s “Water as Wilderness” reminds us that humans have rendered water an object for 
sale and distribution. “When a natural process or system fails to conform to our notions of 
right to ownership,” Stirling argues, “such as when a lack of rainfall leads to a drought, we 
say we have a water problem. In reality, we have a human problem. This ultimate lack of 
control and the impossibility of true ownership will always, ultimately, render water firmly 
in the wilderness.”
Some of the offerings are more voice driven, connecting the human experience to a 
backdrop of water. Jordan Grant’s “the Blood you Aren’t Born With” offers beautiful 
imagery like the “swollen water ballooned chest of loneliness” experienced in moments of 
disappointment. Marte Stuart’s poem “Standing on the Banks of the River After Being 
Hauled Out by My Husband Following the Miscarriage of Our First Child” has the driving 
force of a monsoon as it travels from line to line, pulsing with the force of raw emotions 
and vulnerability. Emma Leslie’s “The Sunrise and The Sea” reminds us again that nature 
has lived/will live longer than humans: “Whether we kill ourselves off or abandon earth to 
colonize other worlds is not important. The sunrise and the sea will still be here.” 
The Black Bear Review, now finishing its second year, is gaining momentum like this 
spring’s runoff. In the past year, we’ve revamped our website, started a Facebook and 
Twitter account, and sponsored the Kootenay Literary Competition. Magazines were sold in 
Nelson and Castlegar at the college bookstore, Otter Books, and the Kootenay Gallery.  We 
are currently in the process of applying for a work-study position so that next year, a second 
year student can act as the magazine’s managing editor.
This year’s editorial teams were comprised of second year creative writers who read each 
submission as carefully as a hydrologist reads lakes and rivers. The issue found its visual 
f low in the hands of a layout and production team composed of Digital Arts and New Media 
students, who under the direction and management of instructor and graphic designer, 
Marian Lowe, guided this issue to print.
We hope that you, like us, will be carried by the strong currents of these offerings.
Leesa Dean
Cover: Women’s March. ARTIST: LAURIE CARR
This page: Stones. ARTIST: LAURIE CARR
Back Cover: ARTIST: CHARLIE JONES
2xx
xx
xx
xx
xx
xx
xx
xx
xx
4 non-fiction
4
10
14
18
River Riding – Ina Pockrass
Port Dover – Whitney Rothwell
The Blood You Aren’t Born With – Jordan Grant
Water as Wilderness – Claire Stirling
ARTIST: JOCKO GARTON
3xx
xx
xx
xx
xx
xx
27 poetry
27
28
30
31
32
33
34
Savage Land – Jake Stephens
The Sunrise and the Sea – Emma Leslie
Solvents (in motion) – Bryan Semeniuk
POEM No 1 PARCHED – Maya Wood
POEM No 2 RECLAIMED – Maya Wood
Standing on the Banks of the River After Being Hauled Out  
by My Husband Following the Miscarriage of our First Child – Marte Stuart
Eau d’étoile – Léon J. Besh
River Riding
ARTIST: GEOFF GIBBS4
River Riding
“ T I M E I S  A  R I V E R W H I C H C A R R I E S M E A L O N G ,  B U T I  A M T H E R I V E R ; 
I T  I S  A  T I G E R T H AT D E VO U R S M E ,  B U T I  A M T H E T I G E R ;  I T  I S  A  F I R E 
T H AT C O N S U M E S M E ,  B U T I  A M T H E F I R E .” 
J O R G E L U I S  B O R G E S
I
n the mid-1980s, after my second year of law school, 
I was working as a Summer Associate in a law firm, 
hoping to be offered permanent employment after 
graduation.  As a perk, they took us by luxury bus 
from San Francisco to the American River for an after-
noon of inner tubing, bonding and beer.  Instructions 
were limited: “When you get to the rapids, make sure 
you go down feet first.”  No life vests were provided.
The first hour, the river was as easy as a Ferris wheel 
at a summer fair.  Then we entered a long, swift patch 
that exceeded my skill level.  I paddled with my short 
arms as fast as I could in the white water, trying to steer 
By Ina Pockrass
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6my feet to the front of the inner tube, but the river had 
other plans.  The current turned me sideways, broadsid-
ing me with waves.  I was pushed underwater, separated 
from my inner tube, f lailing furiously like a bug f lipped 
on its back.  I couldn’t breathe and panic set in.  Just 
then, my sciatic nerve made a perfect connection with 
one rock, then another, and another.  Sharp, needle-like 
pain began radiating down my left leg to my baby toe. 
By the time I was able to right myself, I had lost my 
composure and my sandals.
I was also embarrassed.  I wanted these people to hire 
me for a litigation job, and was worried I’d be perceived 
as weak, thin-skinned.
My concerns were justified.  As the pain reached close 
to excruciating, my colleagues found my ordeal increas-
ingly amusing, some doubled over with laughter as they 
pointed to my drenched hair, smeared mascara, telling 
me I needed to “shake it 
off”, “plow forward.” I 
nervously wiped tears, 
took a deep breath.  
I didn’t plow far.  The 
next set of rapids dunked 
me so quickly I didn’t 
have time to close my 
mouth, and swallowed enough of the American River to 
remember that my life was worth more than this job.  I 
told my co-workers I wasn’t going on, that I’d wait on the 
riverbank.  They left me alone, injured, shaky, soaking wet. 
Unsure when (or if ) they’d return, I decided to try 
to walk to find a payphone to call my then husband to 
pick me up.  I walked barefoot for what felt like an hour 
on a mix of hot pavement and gravel, each limping step 
sending electrifying pain along the nerves of my leg to my 
lower back.  He answered, but said it wasn’t convenient 
to come and get me.  I walked back to the river.
I had years of physical therapy, chiropractic adjust-
ments, cortisone shots, and painkillers to manage the 
physical consequences of this little outing, plus a few 
sessions with a therapist to work through the psycho-
logical effects.  So, it took a lot for me to agree, some 
twenty years later, to an adventurous family vacation in 
Costa Rica with my new husband and two teenagers that 
included a white water rafting day through the jungle, 
down the mighty Pacuare River.
“Sweet!” my fifteen-year-old son cheered when we 
caught our first glimpse of the Pacuare, with its wide 
sandy beach and benevolent looking water.  My heart 
rate only slightly elevated as we secured valuables on the 
tourist bus and gathered to receive gear and instructions. 
This is going to be different, I kept telling myself.  You’ll 
be in a raft, not an inner tube.  You’ve got all day. You’re 
with a man now who is your true partner.
 The next set of rapids dunked 
me so quickly I didn’t have 
time to close my mouth, and 
swallowed enough of the 
American River to remember 
that my life was worth more 
than this job.
7Each person got a paddle with a plastic, soft-edged 
“T” at one end, a life vest, and helmet.  I wore quick-
dry shorts and a T-shirt, and leather-palmed gloves 
used for kayaking Kootenay Lake, which my husband 
insisted I bring.  After everyone was outfitted, the 
owner of the rafting company offered final words 
before launch: “We are going to do everything we 
can to ensure your safety, but 
if you have doubts about going 
down this river, please step to 
the side now.”  
I inhaled, held my breath. 
“Once you start down this river,” 
he continued, “you cannot get off.  The end is eighteen 
miles downstream and there are very steep canyons.”  
The memory of the American River came f lood-
ing back, and I realized that, unlike twenty years ago, 
I wouldn’t be able to seek safety on the riverbank. 
Exhale. I would have to consciously choose to go down 
this river, the Pacuare, in what now looked like an 
over-filled balloon with dental f loss for ropes.  I saw 
my family’s excited faces, and decided to go for it.
I felt good about the initial configuration of the 
boat: in front, my husband and Fito, a nature guide, 
both experienced boatmen.  My son and daughter 
were next in line.  I was behind my son on the left 
side of the boat, next to a tall woman who was alone on 
the trip, and behind me was Fernando, our confident 
Costa Rican guide with glistening musculature and 
a large nose ring. 
The first half hour on the Pacuare was idyllic, 
Morpho butterf lies with iridescent blue wings as 
big as a robin’s, waterfalls pouring through holes in 
rock faces hundreds of feet high, delicately foaming 
river water warm as a bath, swirling like the top of a 
perfectly pulled cappuccino.  Bright red and orange 
bromeliads dangled from canyon walls, birds that 
looked like they belonged in a Sci-fi fantasy dove for 
fish in front of our raft.  At an especially calm part in 
the river, Fernando had us practice falling out of the 
boat; we pulled each other back in by the straps of our 
life vests.  I get to overcome my fear of white water 
rafting in this beautiful place, I thought.
We navigated the first sets of Class III and IV 
rapids well.  Fernando shouted a fair number of “get 
downs”, the maneuver we practiced where everyone 
leaves their post immediately to squat in the center of 
the raft, holding tight to one of the ropes attached to the 
boat, and, with the other hand, to the “T” end of our 
paddles.  During these “get downs,” I wanted to avoid 
seeing what was coming, so I tightly squeezed my eyes 
shut and held my breath.
After conquering a set of rapids, we’d clink our 
paddles together in the air like champagne glasses held 
high in victory after battle.  Fernando grasped the back 
of my vest when we encountered a rapid, and I felt almost 
comfortable doing this thing I’d avoided for more than 
twenty years.  My son patted me on the knee, pride show-
ing in his eyes: “See Mom, it’s actually fun!”  
Perhaps the past doesn’t equal the future.
We stopped for lunch at the 10-mile mark, about half 
way.  The guides f lipped two rafts over on the beach 
and set up a camping kitchen and buffet table.  Out 
came f lowered table cloths, a small propane stove to 
warm corn tortillas, trays of thinly-sliced watermelon 
and papaya, sandwich meat, salsa, chips, even M&Ms. 
We feasted as if Kings and Queens at a banquet.
Almost as quickly as they’d set up lunch, our guides 
packed up camp, and we put back on our gear, the inside 
of our life vests dried by the equatorial sun.  Our boat 
was the second of six.  We shifted the configuration from 
the morning.  My daughter moved to the front, and Fito 
moved back a row.  While Fernando was still behind me, 
this new weight distribution felt less stable.  
My body was busy digesting lunch, the scenery 
still mesmerizing.  We navigated our first Class III 
rapid easily.  Then we entered a long Class IV called 
“Indigestion”, in honor of its proximity to the lunch spot. 
Fernando yelled “Get down!”  Inhale. Squeeze eyes shut. 
Take position.
I thought I had a vice grip on a rope attached to the 
boat.  We were bumping along as if riding an electronic 
bucking bronco stuck on high when I realized I was no 
longer inside the boat.  Eyes open.  I was underneath, 
staring at the powder blue bottom of the raft, and 
we were heading down the Pacuare together. My last 
“Once you start down 
this river,” he continued, 
“you cannot get off.”
8rational thought was to try to find a safety strap to grab, 
but the raft moved out of view into a blur of agitated 
water. I couldn’t tell if up was down or down was up 
but could feel copious quantities of adrenaline coursing 
through my body.  I was holding my breath.
I closed my eyes.  Time stopped. 
I heard Fernando’s comforting 
voice repeating in my head like a 
mantra: “If you fall in, relax.  Just 
relax! Just relax. Relax.”  As if 
instantly absorbed in meditation I 
felt transcended, so unconnected to 
my body a fire alarm couldn’t rouse 
me.  I heard no rushing water, no 
heartbeat.  I felt no fear, had no awareness my life was in 
danger.  My environment felt like a soft cloud in a dream 
state, perfectly enveloping, like there was no separation 
between that River and me.  A long tunnel with shim-
mering streaks of light beckoned. I was neither fighting 
to live nor succumbing to death. I had no sense of the 
passage of time.
*                      *                    *
“Where’s Ina? Where’s Ina?” Fernando blew the “man 
overboard” whistle drawing the safety kayakers to look 
for me.  There was no sign of me for more than a minute. 
Next I knew I was violently thrust from the depths 
to the surface, gasping for breath.  I was now fully 
conscious of my life-threatening predicament and some-
how still holding my paddle. I felt the raw power of the 
Pacuare, the total insignificance of my little body to it, 
how this river made the American River of twenty years 
ago look like a babbling brook.  I urgently wanted to get 
back into a raft, any raft.
I heard Fernando shout my name and saw him trying 
to steer our raft toward me, both of us still moving down 
river at pace. The river was a raging torrent; huge grey 
boulders barreled by. I stayed focused on Fernando, will-
ing my paddle to connect with his outstretched hand. 
He managed to grab my paddle and then me by the 
shoulders of my life vest, tossing me in the boat in a single 
swift motion, like a salmon at the end of fishing line. 
Finally back in the boat, I coughed hard, my lungs and 
stomach heavy with water.  I lost my lunch.  I was shaken 
to the core, but miraculously, unharmed.  I took a series 
of long, slow breaths and was overcome by the simple joy 
of being in my body, able to feel how air comes in through 
the nostrils, f lows down to the lungs, the belly, and out. 
I noticed my daughter’s brightly colored string bracelets 
that looked like works of fine art, felt the sensation of my 
husband’s hand on my arm as if he’d never touched me 
before. I looked down at my own hands with wonder, as if 
realizing for the first time how remarkable human hands 
are, noticing these feats of engineering still gripping my 
paddle, the paddling gloves no doubt responsible for keep-
ing with me the paddle that saved my life.  
“Thank you for coming back,” my paddling-glove-re-
membering husband whispered; his eyes welled with tears. 
My daughter embraced me tightly: “You did it Mom! You 
did it!”  There was no job to be awarded or withheld, no 
one to impress with my fearless nature: only my family’s 
gratitude that I’d made it back alive.
 I was neither fighting to 
live nor succumbing to 
death. I had no sense of 
the passage of time.
9The boat behind ours saw what happened: our raft 
had hit a rough spot, folded in on itself like a spring-
loaded tortilla, then snapped open, ejecting me like a 
missile several feet into the air, dropping me into the 
water a couple of feet behind our boat.  Fernando hadn’t 
been able to hold onto me: he needed both hands to keep 
his grip on a strap attached to the raft, his body propelled 
parallel to the river, like a f lag in a stiff wind.
Fernando reminded us that we still had more water 
to navigate, but he reassured us that “Indigestion” was 
the worst we’d encounter.  He gave me the option of 
sitting out the next few sets of rapids, but I decided to 
keep paddling, to keep my body doing the thing that 
bodies do in rafts on rivers.  I felt compelled to finish 
what I’d started.
When we landed a couple of hours later, there were 
hot showers, cold beer and soda, a slide show of the day’s 
action I couldn’t watch, and the merciful return of my 
normal breathing pattern. I drank a Coke that tasted 
like ambrosia, each carbonated bubble a new marvel in 
my mouth.  I opened a bag of potato chips whose smell 
intoxicated me like a lotus, each greasy, crunchy bite a 
delight on my tongue. I had let myself become one with 
the Pacuare, and the Pacuare gave me back.  
As I sat at a blue plastic table covered in a tablecloth 
with frayed edges, I noticed a dead butterf ly on the 
ground.  It was lying on its side, yellow and black wings, 
antennae stacked perfectly atop each other, no outward 
sign of struggle.  I wondered how it felt in the moments 
before death, had it fought or let go?  I wondered what 
would have happened had I struggled against the 
Pacuare, as I had against the American River.
I felt a tear slide slowly down my right cheek and got 
up from the table to check out the wares of the locals. 
There were T-shirts for sale.  Mine, for which I happily 
plunked down $20 US said:
 “You only live once.  Challenge yourself.”
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Port Dover
by Whitney Rothwell
LAYOUT: ALAYA VERISHINE. PHOTOGRAPHY: MIKE SAGAL
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’m eight years old, in the maroon passenger seat of my mum’s Oldsmobile. The entire 
interior is maroon with peeling chrome trim. The car is older than I am but it’s 
better than the beaver panelled station wagon we had before it, with holes in the floor 
under the carpet.
 I chew a sticky red rope of licorice and watch out the window as we trundle along 
the dusty country road. The farms we pass are mostly growing corn or cattle. Mum taught me the 
difference between a Holstein and a Jersey cow once before. She grew up in downtown Toronto, 
so I don’t know how she knows anything about cows. I identify each herd of cattle as she drives.
 The sky is grey and overcast despite the warm July temperature. We’re headed to the beach 
and I’m hoping it won’t rain. At least, I’m hoping there won’t be a thunderstorm. Rain’s never 
stopped me from swimming at the beach, but lightning is a different story. 
 “Do you think it’ll rain, Mum?”
 “Well, those cows over there seem to think it won’t.” I make a puzzled face and Mum laughs.
 “How do you know that? You can speak cow now?” She laughs again. I laugh, too, 
imagining her mooing to a field of cows to get the local weather report. 
 “You didn’t know I can speak cow?”
 “Nooo . . .” I squint my eyes in suspicion and Mum chuckles.
 “It’s an old wives’ tale. When the cows are standing, it means the weather will be nice, but if 
they’re lying down, it’s going to rain.”
 “Really?” I look at the cows huddled together in the middle of their field. “What if only half 
are standing and half are lying down?”
 “50% chance of rain,” Mum quips back, looking at me sideways to see my reaction while 
still watching the road. When she sees my very serious look of contemplation, she nudges me 
with her elbow and we both giggle. We estimate the percentage of precipitation forecast by 
each herd we pass the rest of the way.
 “Mum, Look! Home of the Corn Fest!” I announce when I see the huge barn-side mural in 
Jarvis. The mural depicts a giant ear of corn and a scarecrow advertising the festival. The Corn 
Fest sign means there’s only fifteen minutes until we get to Port Dover, our destination. The 
longest fifteen minutes of the hour long drive.
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We find a parking spot close to the beach. My mum carries the cooler and her canvas beach bag 
while I drape our towels over my shoulder and cross the sand, looking for a spot to claim. I’m 
surprised to see anyone else at the beach on such a cloudy day. Mum says they’re probably people 
who are renting the beachfront cottages. It’s still nowhere near as many people as on a hot sunny 
day when you can barely walk between all the blankets and towels cluttering the sand. Today, we 
have our pick of prime real estate so we lay out our towels close to the water, but not too close, 
clear of the seaweed ridge that washes in with each wave. I strip down to my bathing suit which 
I’ve worn under my clothes for convenience; I run straight to the shoreline. The waves lick at my 
toes as I dig them into the quicksand. I look out over the water to the opposite side of the lake. 
Once my dad came here with us, before he moved out, and told me that you could see the States 
across the lake on a clear day. I look every time to check, but have never seen anything but miles 
of lake and sky. 
Normally Mum would come swim with me for a bit. She’s not a strong swimmer, but she’ll 
usually wade out until the water reaches her shoulders and swim a few lengths of sidestroke with 
me before retiring to the beach. Today’s not hot enough for that, so she gets comfy on her towel 
with a Louis L’amour novel.
If I had a friend with me, I’d run straight 
in and dunk my head under in a show of 
bravery. Here on my own, I savour the gradual 
immersion. Once my knees are submerged I 
look down to see my legs, distorted and green 
under the water, they wobble a little in the 
waves. There are a lot of sand bars in Lake Erie. The water gets deeper and then shallower over 
and over before it gets really deep and even then I might swim out to a spot far from the shore 
where I can touch the sand again.
The water’s been warmed up a little by the hot weather last week, but it’s not warmer than the 
air so I jump when the waves reach my belly. I walk on my tippy toes until I gather my reserve 
and rush forward until I’m up to my chest. My shoulders prickle with goose bumps and I know 
there’s only one thing to do. I take a deep breath, jump as high out of the water as I can and 
land with my head underwater. I slowly exhale blowing bubbles out my nose to keep the water 
from rushing in. I open my eyes to a world of seaweed snowflakes swirling upwards in streams of 
murky green sunlight, mixed by the bubbles of my breath. I lift up my feet and my body levitates 
and sways under the waves. The motion gives me an idea.
I push my feet into the lake bottom and propel myself upwards, breaking through the water’s 
surface. My head and shoulders pop up and I’m pushed backwards by another wave before I 
land. Scanning the horizon for the biggest oncoming wave I can see, I spot a crest forming twenty 
metres out. I run parallel to the beach and align myself. Now face to face with the biggest wave, 
I steel myself with knees crouched and toes locked into the silty sand. The wave approaches, the 
crest has fallen off but its peak is at least two feet higher than its trough. I raise my arms above my 
head and dive head first into the wall of water. The wave moves over my body in an undulation 
of smooth coolness. When the current releases me, neighbouring waves rock me side to side as I 
ascend to the surface. A deep breath of air and I avoid letting the next wave crash into my face. I 
stand, wipe the water from my eyes and search out the next crest in the distance.
I could crash into waves for hours on a windy day like this, but soon the sky is an ominous 
green. An anvil shaped cloud has been building over the lake and moves ashore quickly. I sink 
into the water and pivot to peer back at the beach where I see Mum has put her book away and is 
organizing our stuff. When she sees me, she waves me in.
I take as long as I possibly can to get back to the beach. When the water gets too shallow to 
swim, I crawl on my belly along the sandy bottom until I reach the shallowest part of the shore. I 
know if I don’t stand up here I’ll get sand and seaweed in my bathing suit.
If I had a friend with me, I’d run straight in
 and dunk my head under in a show of bravery. 
Here on  my own, I savour the gradual immersion.
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“We better get packed up,” Mum says, handing me my towel. I wrap myself in it and grab my flip 
flops to rinse my feet at the water’s edge. Hopping on one foot while drying the other, I touch the 
dry foot to the wet sand to regain my balance and have to start all over again. I almost drop my 
towel in the water in an acrobatic attempt to prevent sand from sticking to my feet on the walk 
back to the car. The ritual is ultimately futile, but I have to try anyway. In my frustration, I look 
down the shore and see something whipping across the beach in the wind. A screen of sand whirls 
in one direction and then back on itself, progressively getting closer. I look to Mum; she looks 
towards the dancing wheel of sand and waves at me to hurry up, almost dropping the tote bag. 
“Here! Carry this for me. We’d better get off the beach!” I take the bag from her and we scurry 
across the cooling sand. It shifts underfoot, slowing us down, and soon it flies up at us in a frenzy. 
It stings my eyes, but I can’t see where I’m going when I close them so I bring up my towel to 
make walls around my face. I fall behind my mum and run to catch up. She takes my hand and 
leads me back to the main drag of the beach town. By now the towel is completely covering my 
eyes and I need her to guide me half-way up the street until the sand stops blowing. Mum always 
told me there were awesome storms around Lake Erie. This is a calm one compared to the big 
winds that cause so much destruction to the beach houses, but it’s the first one I’ve ever seen.
It’s dinner time and not raining yet, though the temperature is starting to drop. We head to 
the foot-long hot dog stand and Mum orders us two with some fries to share. Usually I just wear 
my bathing suit home in the car but the wind is turning my skin to blotches of red and purple 
goose bumps, so I head to the bathroom and change into dry clothes. When I return, Mum is 
sitting at a large round wooden picnic table under a patio umbrella that’s twisting and flapping 
wildly. She’s trying to weigh down a stack of napkins with a pop can. Her foot long is loaded with 
mustard, relish, sauerkraut, banana peppers and some garlic mayonnaise. I take my dog to the 
counter and slather it in just ketchup. 
From the patio, we can see the rain starting to fall over the lake, slowly making its way 
towards shore. We watch the sheets of mist move across the water while we eat our hot dogs and 
fries. The sky is black above us and the wind blows my long dirty blonde hair into a pile of frizzy 
curls. In the opposite direction, towards home, the sky looks clearer.
By the time we reach Jarvis again, there are only a few wispy clouds hanging in the sky. We’re 
dazzled by their display of pastels from yellow, orange, bright pink into a gradient of deep purple 
and darkening blue. 
“I just love clouds.” Mum tells me this every time we see beautiful clouds. “Look at that one 
over there!” She points out the driver’s side window to a lone fluffy cumulus on fire with bright 
pink and orange.
“Do you think it’ll be sunny tomorrow, Mum?” 
“Probably, since we chose today to go to the beach.”
“Maybe I can go to the pool, then?” In the summer, planning where and when I can swim next 
is a top priority. Luckily, there’s a pool in our townhouse complex I can walk to every day.
“Of course. You know what they say, ‘Red sky at night, sailor’s delight, red sky in morning, 
sailors take warning.’” 
I look at Mum, confused.
“It’s an old saying that means if the sky is red at night, the weather’s going to be nice and safe 
for sailing.”
“Oh! So if it’s red in the morning, the sailors take warning that the weather will be bad?”
“That’s what they say, anyway.” I’m appeased by her explanation and lean back against 
the maroon headrest. My slightly damp curls fall on my shoulders and I close my eyes. The 
undulating sensation from swimming in the waves continues to rock me. I try to hold on to the 
feeling of being pushed by the water and falling backwards as long as muscle memory lets me. I 
let it take me and imagine delighted sailors and weather-predicting cows until I drift off for the 
rest of the drive home.
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The blood you 
      aren’t born with
by  Jordan Grant 
1.    I can still recall the hymns of these words like a late-night infomercial; 
people telling me to move on. People telling me to move passed the 
fact that I don’t have a relationship with my father. That at times, I’ve 
got a dysfunctional family. They said, I could find new family members 
through co-workers, even. I could find it in lovers, friends, therapists 
even, maybe. They said, I could find the love I seek in the brush of a 
man just met on the street, thinking up a pitch to sell me some magical 
product. They said, I could find it in the affirmation of a one-night stand, 
telling me I am beautiful if even just for the night. They said, anyone 
can give me fatherly advice, anyone can tell me what I should and 
shouldn’t do. Anyone can tell me I’m doing a great job in life. Thing is, 
I think these people, the ones that say this, haven’t got a clue what it’s 
like to feel- from birth, an underlying and everlasting heartache.
2. The weather was pleasantly cloudless. I was eighteen. The date; approx-
imately January 2014. I had freshly cut hair from an hour before, and my 
bangs purposely swept across my forehead like window drapes. Dressed 
like a boy, too, I was going through a phase. I was pulling up in a shiny blue 
car, to sun-kissed cement steps. I was meeting my new roommates for the first 
time, that I’d found the night before on a buy and sell website. I was rushed 
to move. Being hastily pushed out by my strict grandmother. I was frightened, 
but interested in practicing my independence as a fresh young woman. 
 Dressed in baggy jeans, and a hint of ego, I pranced up my new steps. Asking 
myself whether I could see myself walking these steps every day. And then, quite 
suddenly, the sunlight in the sky was corrupted by a big, dark silhouette in the shape 
of a man. Asking me if I needed any help with my bags. The trumpet of his voice made 
him appear certain; self-assured. In that moment I felt inferior to him. I desired to present 
myself with such courage, especially to new people.
 
 After unloading, I settled onto a couch, surrounding a drug paraphernalia smeared coffee table, in 
the middle of the living room. The doors and windows were wide open, letting the sun leak in like wine. 
Music was playing. The atmosphere was peaceful. I was offered beer, and marijuana, which I accepted. 
My eyes scattered the room, picking and choosing what they focused in on; stained carpets, cigarette ash 
that looked like it had tried to get rubbed away in a hurry. Two women across from me, smiling routinely; teeth 
harshly discolored and some completely absent. They were flicking a drug bag, giving me subtle, gentle seconds 
of eye contact, as if to reassure me they hadn’t felt threatened. I smiled back. I hadn’t felt threatened either.
3. In the early days of living at the house, I was enrolled in a course to become a Paramedic. My days were mostly full of 
school and cash jobs I did on the side, to pay rent. I arrived home one evening, turning the doorknob, letting the sun 
spill pink-tinted stripes across our living room wall. It was silent and there was a woman, Tamisha, sitting on our couch. 
She didn’t look up, but she managed to say hello. She was my landlord Tabby’s daughter. She was sixteen, and looked 
to have a bit of an attitude, just by the way she was perched with her chest puffed. 
 Tamisha had been through several foster homes and was at the time allowed to move back in with her mother, and 
everyone else in our houses gang. In following weeks, I learned a lot about Tamisha; she was a lesbian. Her girlfriend 
Cheyanne lived with her in her tiny box of a room. I heard almost everything, being right beside them. They laughed 
lots, but perhaps argued more. Cheyanne would leave the house after a big fight, abandoning Tamisha for weeks at a 
time. Tamisha would cling to me like overboiled pasta left to dry on top of a stove. Messaging me late at night, asking 
to go for walks, and get drunk with me.
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The blood you 
      aren’t born with
 Tamisha’s relationship with her mother was even more absurd, acting like conflicting 
enemies in high school. I don’t know why Tamisha wanted to live with her mother. 
Tabby snorted a lot of cocaine, and other drugs I was ignorant to at the time. Tamisha, 
following in her mother’s footsteps, was often high or drunk coming home from school. 
Rooms got very tense between the two of them. One evening, I came home to them 
screaming at each other, violent, like a tsunami. Words full of anger bouncing the walls 
like crashes of water. Tamisha was insisting her mother punch her square in the face. I felt 
so powerless beside them; like I were a fragile little city they were about to swallow.
4. By the time February arrived I had decided to drop out of my course. Part of my reasoning was 
that I wanted to be closer to my new roommates. I wanted to work full-time in construction, which 
is what they all did together. More people moved into our home, Tabby’s friend Kristin being one 
of them. The man I’d met in the beginning had moved out. And Tabby’s boyfriend, released from 
prison, often stayed late. We even had a young male roofer crashing on our community couch. 
He had the best seat in the house, observing all the bodies constantly fluctuating, in and out like 
a tide. I tell you, all the different stories made me feel like I was a part of something important.
 On days where we all worked together, often putting in twelve-hour shifts, our quirky colloquy and 
tender age gaps made for interesting company. I’d never quite understood family, but this felt like 
it. We’d hot box the car on the drive home, ordering almost entire menus in drive through windows. 
I familiarized myself with landmarks—a giant ape hanging from the outside of a movie theatre, the 
sunset looking like a subtle outbreak of sea, spilling over the road. And looking to my left, seeing 
Tamisha singing along to the radio, I felt the safest here.
5. Once at 3 A.M, I awoke from a peaceful sleep to the sound of Tabby crying out like a child. I flung 
my hair away from my eyes, and shook myself awake. Right after, I heard a man howl out as well. I 
ripped my door open, mounting up the basement steps. I got to the top and ran into almost everyone 
who lived there. They were circled around Tabby, who was being beat by her boyfriend. Tabby’s eyes 
bulged out of her head like a rodent in the wild, acknowledging its death. I felt like I was drowning; 
like nothing could stop this moment. Nigel, the man of the house appeared from a different bedroom, 
he grabbed Tabby’s boyfriend by the skull, headbutting it into his own. What happened after looked 
like Niagara Falls, in blood. Blood stayed on everything for weeks. It lingered on our kitchen floor, 
and on the staircase railings like soap grime that builds up on bathroom sinks. I slept in my car.
6. In my final days spent at the home, our little family began to break apart. People going every 
which way. Tabby had to leave Calgary, in attempts to run from the police. Tamisha, her daughter, 
was put in a ward after two suicide attempts at the house. Cheyanne moved in with her mother. 
Nigel and Kristin swiftly abandoned Calgary as well. Our tribe had dissolved like little grains 
of salt spreading themselves across the ocean floor. We didn’t speak again. We didn’t speak 
of anything that happened. Although, whether they know it or not, these people shaped 
me. They took me into their shelter of home, and love, during a time I felt so alone. They 
listened when I felt no one could hear me. They let me be a part of something. They took 
care of me. And amid some terrible dysfunction, I discovered family.
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Wilderness: not just a set of endangered 
spaces, but the capacity of things to elude the 
mind’s appropriations – Don McKay, Vis a Vis: 
Fieldnotes On Poetry and Wilderness
By Claire Stirling
 “The idea that we are at the mercy of nature is terrifying...”
here is a lake at the base of a glacier, nestled 
between several peaks high in the mountains. 
There are no roads or trails, and for all intents 
and purposes, the lake is completely inac-
cessible to people. Sparkling and turquoise, 
this lake is untouched, wild. As Don McKay, 
the Canadian poet and educator would write, 
the lake “[eludes] the mind’s appropriations” 
in its purity, in its rawness (21). But so does, I 
would argue, the highly developed Columbia 
River with its dams; that pond along the high-
way that is little more than a mud hole come 
mid-August; or the small stream that runs 
behind my fence line.
All water is wilderness. As humans, our reli-
ance on water for survival has enabled us to 
regard this element as a resource, an object 
to control and distribute as we see fit. When 
a natural process or system fails to conform 
to our notions of right to ownership, such as 
when a lack of rainfall leads to a drought, we 
say we have a water problem. In reality, we 
have a human problem. This ultimate lack of 
control and the impossibility of true ownership 
will always, ultimately, render water firmly in the 
wilderness.
Vis-a-vis the wilderness, we are faced with our 
lack of control, and home becomes ever more 
important. Home is the anchor that keeps us 
steady in an otherwise chaotic and frightening 
world. Home is the “action of inner life finding 
T
Water As Wilderness
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outer form; it is the settling of self in the world” (McKay, 21). It provides a lens through which we view 
our surroundings and understand our experiences. From this vantage point, we are able to justify 
what McKay calls first appropriation whereby we claim ownership over those things we rely upon for 
survival: “the hand grasps the thing and removes it from its element, relieving it of its autonomy” (22). 
We name rivers and lakes; we build dams and reservoirs to supply farms with irrigation and homes 
with drinking water. The idea that we are at the mercy of nature is terrifying, and the attempted seizure 
of this basic element offers us a sense of security 
from the wilderness, despite the tenuous nature 
of this claim.
Once we have claimed ownership of some-
thing, we then move on to what McKay calls 
the second appropriation. In this process, we 
confer our right to not merely the possession 
and use of a thing, but our right to own its very essence. McKay describes this act upon matter as 
“the colonization of its death” (20).
Imagine that, while fishing on Kootenay Lake, I caught a Gerrard rainbow trout. I took that enormous 
fish home and grilled the fillets on a cedar plank. Once I had claimed ownership of that fish, its value 
lay in its ability to provide my family with sustenance. Now imagine that, instead of cooking it, I had 
taken the fish to a taxidermist who stuffed and mounted it for me to hang on my wall. The exhibition 
of the corpse of the trout illustrates that the appropriation is complete, “controlling its death, as well 
as taking its life” (McKay, 19). This is how we treat water. We dump waste in water bodies that we 
use for human consumption; this leads to unnaturally increased levels of certain nutrients, such as 
phosphorus, which in turn causes large blooms of blue-green algae, a species of bacteria that is 
harmful to humans. We believe we do not merely own a lake, we own the right to destroy it and then, 
when the lake reacts and asserts its presence, we have the audacity to call the lake toxic.
We build dams, impose household water meters and bills, but we cannot own water nor can we 
control it. We build our houses on a hill near a stream. We own that stream, we say, it is ours. When a 
rainstorm swells the stream, and sends a mountainside 
of mud cascading down on us, we are reminded that 
water is wilderness. When the boat that capsizes on an 
ocean wave sends its unfortunate occupants flailing and 
helpless into the unknown depths, we recognize that 
water is wilderness.
As I write, the Columbia River moves unceasingly, passing just beyond the window. I sip my coffee, 
relishing the rare winter sunshine that makes the water shimmer, and I cannot help but recall that 
many people have lost their lives on this very stretch of river, swallowed by the water to become 
part of the river itself. In these mortal reminders, when our physical remains return to the earth, we 
are forced to confront an uncomfortable truth: wilderness is not some remote place separate from 
human existence. The wilderness is in everything we think we own or control but cannot. Always 
present, the wilderness waits patiently beneath our comfortable idealizations and obstinate claims 
of ownership for the next opportunity to pull us back, compelling us to face our terrifying limitations 
and mortality. 
“Our reliance on water for survival has enabled 
us to regard this element as a resource, 
an object to control...”
“We believe we do not merely own a lake, 
we own the right to destroy it...”
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It is surprising that such 
elegant forms of undulating 
beauty would bloom amongst 
imbalance. Gelatinous sacs with 
nothing to hide. Honesty thrives.
 
But love is like jellyfish, it too 
blooms in polluted waters. 
Gathering light in the murky 
depths to inspire unity to the 
surface. Breaching the divide 
between water and air, fearless. 
ARTIST: LAURIE CARR
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Winter waterfall,
I am frozen behind it,
preserved in this frigid state,  
the same as I’ve ever been.
Your attention please.
Introducing to you,
a caricature of yourself,
available for your pleasure,
here, today
for the first and only time,
in three dimensions.
Spring - something’s bubbling up.
A voice rises from the depths and
says, be like water.
Break the default.
Submerge and be soluble,
sing into it,
let the voice transform you,
infuse into every detail,
and become the essence of it all.
Boxes inside boxes. 
Heads inside heads. 
Like fountains overflowing,
leaving dimples on the surface.
Spilling out,
cascading over everything,
pulling everything.
It is what keeps us together,
all of us in orbit,
surrounded and enveloped,
spinning inside a rain-drop suspended. 
Solvents (in motion)
by Bryan Semeniuk
ARTIST: RYAN CAVICCHI 27
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Savage Land
By Jake Stephens
Morning; mists touched with red
Rocky forest, snow plains
Mammoth tiptoe here.
Crowned by glaciers
Waterfall epaulettes
Green kings tall and proud
Lake and wood past sight
Haughty pine, prim fur, birch
North wind teases cold.
Wide muzzle twitches
Pebbles jump, land shakes- boom
As mighty paws stride.
Grass swarms the sky
As the wind runs and plays
Between aurochs’ horns.
Pale lake—so many reeds!
Island eyes peek through pond scum
Splash! And elk is gone.
Dawn, sleepy cedars
Smooth muscles ripple
Laughter dances wild.
Black woods, eyes of blue
Silver fur under pines
The pack runs silent.
The wolf’s sharp ears twitch.
Never hearing shadows
Of scything talons.
Golden, secret fields
Red, where Terror Birds shriek.
Brown feathered hunger.
Fur needled, eyes sharp
Grass bending underpaw
Pride crawls, sabres drawn.
The snow like marble
Peaceful between the birches
Shining fangs flash bright.
Waves gust to the shore
Whoosh, roar! They break to pearls
Monsters stir beyond.
Waves of froth, spume, foam
Sea is moving, shifting
Grey god, rise hungry.
ARTIST: CONNOR  CHIRICO
This artwork shows three ways 
that water is transformed 
through a medium—me. 
Furthermore, it expresses 
three states of emotion: 
nostalgia, sadness, and pain or 
unhappiness. The pale colors 
of the water are layered over 
and over. They show not only 
warmth but also coldness. 
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POEM No 2 PARCHED
By Maya Wood
Blue water runs under my skin 
The darkened pools drowning your gaze
 
Moss covers my eyelids and algae thrives on my lips 
I bleed the essence of life 
And you— You. 
Insatiable creature. 
Drink all you can.
Drink all you can get. 
ARTIST: SHELLEY EMBREE
POEM No 1 parched
Maya Wood
Blue water runs under my skin
The darkened pools drowning your gaze.
Moss covers my eyelids and algae thrives on my lips.
I bleed the essence of life.
And you— You,
Insatiable creature.
Drink all you can.
Drink all you can get.
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POEM No 2 RECLAIMED
Maya Wood
You came from the water, 
bursting out of the amniotic bubble into this life.
A mermaid and a mother’s daughter 
on frozen water you became my wife. 
But beautiful mermaids can’t stay on land.
I could see the ocean calling you. 
So when I saw your body on the sand, 
I knew that one day— 
It would reclaim me too.
ARTIST: ALAYA VERISHINE
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Standing on the Banks of the River After Being Hauled Out by My Husband Following the Miscarriage  of Our First Child
As I stood empty,
sobbing on the shore,
out of the swiftness
of that dangerous current,
shivering with cold and naked,
as blood formed rivulets
down my legs onto the river bank
where I stood, raw and vulnerable
under an October sky,
wondering what forces had come
to orchestrate this particular scene
both foolish and grand, of me
surviving the pull of that flood
only because my man dragged me out
along a tethered line,
feet not touching the rocky bottom,
and wondering ‘how come’ my baby died,
and left me bereft and bleeding
at the river’s edge, next to an empty road,
with an open uterus
allowing all the waters of the world in
but holding no water back in my womb.
Where later, in the heated truck
wrapped in a coat and feeling small,
like I could just float away
and drain down that river to the sea,
I caught a glimpse of you,
my beautiful boy, hesitating
at the river’s edge,
watching me, one small foot
already stepped in.
Marte Stuart
ARTIST: JAEDON BRAUN
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A galaxy spills its stars
the formation of  such creates
énigme, mystère
irreplaceable fluid
dynamic by design
so much pressure
not well understood—
we hallucinate
as alluvial flats turn 
to flooded plains
   greenery
           siphons water into foreign veins
                                 e x p a n d i n g 
         runoff
     
your grip tightens
you engulf          
                       and drag  
                                              comme la Seine.
Eau d’étoile
By Léon J. Besh
ARTIST: BEN MARKEN
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The Sunrise
by Emma Leslie
and the Sea
ARTIST: JESICA COCO
Getting up at six is hard to do.
But not for this. 
Never for this. 
The sunrise over the sea is worth it. 
Ten minute walk from the hotel to the beach. 
My hair is a tangled puff of seaweed. 
My eyes sting and tear up from sheer exhaustion. 
My clothes reek of sweat, gasoline, salt-and-vinegar chips. 
I wore them the night before. 
I stagger on. 
I’m not here to be pretty. 
The sunrise is. 
I drag my feet down cobblestone, my cheap sandals make that scraping sound. 
The only sound. 
I echo in a dead world. 
Quiet streets like these remind me of what it will be like when humanity is gone someday. 
Whether we kill ourselves off or abandon earth to colonize other worlds is not important. 
The sunrise and the sea will still be here. 
I’m less than a blink, blessed enough to witness this great cosmic cycle, an eternal birth and an eternal death 
caught on loop like a broken record. 
Here it is. 
A blinking dot, leaking, spilling its golden oil into the restless pool before me. 
Everyone else watches from the sand, those cowards. 
Only I stray out to meet these ancient waves. 
I tilt and swirl with the early tide, I don’t resist the lapping trickle staining the edges of my denim shorts. 
I don’t care. 
I cannot tell the water how to move,
nature how to be,
and I will not dare disturb this endless rhythm. 
I linger in the surf longer than I should. 
It shudders and clings to me. 
Firm but gentle, a maternal embrace. 
My arms lift from my sides and wait in the air, a halting gesture, a humble conductor at the crescendo of a grand 
symphony, to welcome the mercy of the sunrise and the sea. 
I can only watch. 
The world can only play.
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Alaya Verishine is a graphic artist 
and photographer that can’t be limited 
to one art style alone. Branching out 
is part of her process as she fearlessly 
takes on whatever comes her way with 
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Nelson based and soon to be graduate, 
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E M M A L E S L I E
Emma Leslie is an Associate of 
Arts Student at Selkirk College. She 
enjoys reading, writing, camping, 
collecting rocks and crystals, and her 
dog. This is her first published piece.
G E O F F G I B B S
Geoff Gibbs is a eukaryotic chordate 
primate mammal animal from the 
species Homo Sapiens, and he is a 
pedant. Due to his pedantry, it’s 
safe to describe Geoff as “not an 
Artist”; “Artist” has a clear air of 
importance and mastery, and Geoff 
claims no such distinctions.
I N A P O C K R A S S
Ina Pockrass is a retired attorney 
and eco-entrepreneur who writes, 
grows food, and volunteers with 
organizations aligned with her 
passions. She’s a transplanted 
American who lives in Sunshine 
Bay with her husband and llamas, 
and hopes one day to have a dog and 
grandchildren.
L É O N J .  B E S H
Léon J. Besh is a Political 
Science student at Selkirk College, 
originally from Côte d’Ivoire. 
Their interests are classical guitar 
and mandolin, philosophy, rock 
collecting, and hydrolog y.
M A R T E S T UA R T
Marte Stuart has published 
poetry in the New Orphic Review, 
International Doula and Holistic 
Parenting. She assists with the 
Elephant Mountain Literary 
Festival, a multi-day celebration 
of Kootenay and Canadian writers 
held annually in Nelson. She lives 
in Blewett.
M AYA W O O D
Maya Wood is an indecisive college 
student currently attending Selkirk 
College in Castlegar, BC. She is 
studying hard to later be able to 
provide for her future dogs.
M I K E S AG A L
Mike grew up in the Kootenays 
and has always enjoyed trying to 
capture great photographs or tell 
stories through video.  Whether 
it’s a creative image made with 
soft lighting or a video that tells 
a compelling story, he is always 
motivated inspire his audience when 
he presents his work.
R YA N C AV I C C H I
Ryan Cavicchi is a Photographer 
and Graphic Designer born 
and raised in Nelson, BC. He 
specializes in Macro and 
Landscape Photography, but also 
has experience doing Portrait and 
Magazine shoots.
S H E L L E Y E M B R E E
A life-long Visual Artist and Red 
Seal Carpenter/Scaffolder, living in 
the West Kootenays for most her life, 
Shelly entered digital arts working 
with photo compositing, video 
editing and graphic design. Her 
interests now also include pursuing 
motion graphics and 3d interactive 
projection mapping.
W H I T N E Y R O T H W E L L
Whitney Rothwell was raised by 
the strongest woman she knows, her 
mum, Donna. She currently lives 
beside the beach and still enjoys a 
swim whenever possible.
YO S H I M A S A S U Z U K I
Born and raised in Japan, Masa as 
travelled extensively and has now 
made his home in the Kootenays. 
Masa has a strong interest and 
skills in photography, he does 
landscapes, live shows, community 
events and various portraits. 
Through the Digital Arts and New 
Media program, Masa is expanding 
his skills so he can contribute to the 
world through his art.
J A E D O N B R AU N
Originally from Fort St. John, 
Jaedon ventured to Selkirk College 
in search of a place where he 
could strengthen his art skills. He 
primarily studies graphic design 
and motion graphics, with a passion 
for game development.
J A K E S T E P H E N S
Jake Stephens lives in Castlegar, 
BC. He likes to read and write 
science fiction and fantasy.
J E N N A B E A M
Jenna is a digital painter who 
enjoys history of any sorts, reading, 
and putting her tablet to work as she 
creates digital art pieces.
J E S I C A C O C O
Jesica is an Alberta born artist who 
dabbles in many different mediums, 
but came to Nelson to specialize 
in photography, art and design. 
Her work has always been deeply 
inspired by nature where hopes to 
incorporate all of its beauty.
J O C KO G A R T O N
Jocko Garton has spent the last two 
years at Selkirk studying film and 
design primarily. After graduation 
he hopes to move on to a career in 
the advertising industry.
J O N AT H A N R O B I N S O N
Inspired by poets, children, culture-
jamming-weirdos and skateboarding, 
Jonathan runs his own film 
production company. Since relocating 
to Nelson, BC from Kingston,ON, 
he’s transitioned from community 
events coordinator to freelance 
filmmaker, photographer and digital 
artist, consolidating his love for the 
arts and community development.
J O R DA N G R A N T
Jordan Grant is a student of the 
Arts at Selkirk college. Jordan is 
fascinated with poetry and literature, 
and stands firm in the healing 
weight such writing has. To reach 
Jordan on social media, search  
@emeraldthighs on Instagram
L AU R I E  C A R R
Laurie Carr completed her scientific 
training in the fields of forestry and 
ecolog y in Ontario and her artistic 
training in Ceramics at the Ontario 
College of Art. She lives in Nelson 
with her family and continues to 
work in the field of conservation 
biolog y while pursuing painting and 
digital art as a creative outlet.
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